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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
If one could match you ;the Scrimers of their nation 
He iwore had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 

If you oppofd them; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuy, 

^ That he could nothing do, but wifli and beg 
f l f : Yourfodaine commingore to play with you. 

I Hi Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes was your father, deer e to you i 
Or are you like the painting of aforrovve, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer , Why aske you this ? 

King. Not thac I rhinke you did not loue your father. 
But that I know', loue is begunneby time. 

And that I fee in paflages otproofe, 
i ! IHl Time quallifies the fparike and fire of it, 

" There liues within the yery flame of loue 
| A kind of weeke or fnuffe that will abate it, 

( ji And nothing is at a like goodnes ftill, 

! fell F° r goodnes growing ro a plurifie, 
m Dies in his owne too much, thac we would doe 
R We fhould doe when wee would : for this would changes, 
i : K And hath abatements and delayes as many, 

As there are tongues, are hands, are acccdents. 

And then this fliould is like a fpend-tbrifts figh, 
Thathurrsby cafing; but to the quickeofthVjcer, 
Hamlet comes back what would you vndertakc 
To fhow your fclfe indeed your fathers fonne 
More then in words ? 

Laer, To cut his throat i'eh Church- 
King. No place indeede fhould murther fanftuarize, 

W Reuengde fliould haue no bounds .* but good Laertes 
Will you doe this, keepe clofe within your chamber 
llllj Wa llet return’d, fhall know you are come home, 

I ft Weele put on thofe fhall praifeyour excellence, 
tij And feta double varnifli on the fame 
TO The french man gaueyou .* b r ing you in in fine together 
And wager ore your heads ; he being remifle, 

1 Moft generous, and free from all contriuing, 
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PrwteefDc/tmarfo, 

Will notperufe the foylcs,fo that with eafe, 

Or with a little fhuffling,you may choofe 
A fword vnbated,and in a pace ofpraftife, 

Requite him for your Father. 

Laer. 1 will door. 

And for thepurpofe,Ile annoynt my fword. 

1 bought an vnftion of a Mountibancke 
So mortal!, that but dippe a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood, no Cataplafme fo rare 
Collected from all fimplcs that haue vertuc 
Vnder the Moone,can faue the thing from death 
That is but fcratcht withall,Ile tutch my point , 

With this contagion , that ifl gall him (lightly, it may be death. 

King. Lets further thinke of this. 

Wey what conueiance both of time and meanes 
May fit vs to our fhape if this fhould fayle, 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance, 

Twere better not a (lay d. Therefore this proieiSfc, 

Should haue a backe orfecond that might hold 
If this did blaft tn proofe ; loft let me fee, 

Wec’le make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

1 hau’tjwhen in your motion you are hote and dry. 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he calls for drinke,Ile haue preferd him 
AChallicc for the once, whereon butfipping, 

Ifhe by chance cfcapeyour venom’ d ftucke, 

Ourpurpofe may hold therejbut ftay,what noyfef 

Enter Qneene. 

Qjjee. One woe doth tread vpon anothers heele. 

So faft they follow $ your Sifters drownd Laertes. 

Laer. Drown d,0 where? 

Quce. There is a Willow growes afeaunt the Brooke, 

That fhowes his hoary lcaues in the glaffy ftreame. 

There with fantaftique garlands did fhe make 

OfCrowflowers,Nectles,Dahes,and long Purples 
Thatliberall Shepheardsgiue a grofler name. 

But pur cull-cold maydes doe dead mens-fingers call them. 

Thereonthepcndantboughcshcrcoroaetweeds Q am ^j^ 
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